me goodbye, and went about his business. I stayed there
on the corner of Fifth Avenue and 42 d Street that
cloudy, almost dark fall morning, before the classic fa9ade
of the library building, and stood for a long time aim-
lessly gazing at the close-packed cars on Fifth Avenue.

O

The calming and normalizing effect of the spiritual
bromide Sam had administered to me began to wear off
after he left. I began to force upon myself the idea that in
the drone of Fifth Avenue traffic I could hear Wanda's
soft voice. I began thinking, pouring my thoughts into
the morbid form of a dialogue with her.

"Are you sad?" she asked.

I said, "Yes."

"On my account?"

(That was an apt beginning, because this very exchange
had taken place between us uncounted times in the past
few years.)

"Yes, dearest," I answered. "I have a feeling as if I had
just come from a sort of funeral. As if a traveler from
afar had buried in this great and beautiful big cemetery,
built by the sons of another nation, all the remaining
scraps of a long writing career. He has buried even the
career itself. And, not having a sedative in his pocket now,
he feels he has also buried his future ambitions. He has
buried his desire to live, the very feeling that he is a living
being at all, even the unfounded notion that he has got
to go on living. This enormous mass of books, swallow-
ing up mine like a drop of water in the sea, belongs mostly
to dead authors: only a few of the writers are still living.

213from Mr. Heals' office, where the
